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ADVERTISEMENT. 



'PHE following Poem is formed on a vay 'An- 
gular and fublime idea. A young gentleman, 
pofleffed of an uncommon genius for drawing, on 
vifiting the Tower of London, paffing one door 
of a iingqlar conftru&ion, aiked what apartment it 
led to, and expreiled a defire to have it opened. 
The perfon who {hewed the place fhook his head, 
and anfwered, " Heaven knows what is within 
that door — it has been'fhut for ages."— This anfwer 
made fmall impfe&on on the other hearers, but a 
very deep one cnr'the imagination of this youth. 
Vol. II. • b Gracious 



ADVERTISEMENT. 

Gracious Heaven ! an apartment Ihut up for ages — 
and in the Tower i * 

" Ye Towers of Julius ! London's lading fliame, 
" By many a foul and midnight murder fed." 

Genius builds on a (light foundation, anfi l^ars 
beautiful ftru&ures on " the bafektfs fabric of a vi- 
" fion." The aboye tranfient hint dwelt on the 
young plan's fancy, and conjured into his memory 
! all the murders which hiftory records to have been 
committed in the Tower ; Henry the Sixth, the 
Duke of Clarence, the two young princes, fons of 
Edward the Fourth, Sir Thomas Overbury, &c. 
He^fappofes all their ghofts aflembled in this unex- 
plored apartment, and to thefe his fertile imagina- 
tion has added feveral others. One of the fpe&res 
, , raifes 



ADVERTISEMENT. 

raifes an immenfepallof black velvet, and difcovers the 
remains of a murdered royal family, whofe ftory 
is loft in the lapfe of time.— The gloomy wildnefs of 
thefe images ftmck my imagination fo forcibly, that 
endeavouring to catch the fire of the youth's pencil, 
this Fragment was produced. 
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PART 



OF AN 



IRREGULAR FRAGMENT. 



I.> 



TJ ISE, winds of night ! rdlentlefs tempefts rife! 

Rufli from the troubled clouds, and o'er me roll ; 
In this chill paufe a deeper horror lies, 
A wilder fear appals my fhudd'ring fold.**- 

B % * % Twas 
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'Twas on this day*, this hour accurft, 
That Nature tfarting from repofe *" 
Heard the dire fhrieks of murder burft — 
From infant innocence they rofe, 
And (hook thefe folemn towers ! 
I Ihudd ring, pafs that fatal room 
For ages wrapt in central gloom ; — " 
I fhudd'ring pafs that iron door 
Which Fate perchance unlocks no more ; 
Death, fmear'd with blood, o'er the dark portal lowers. 

n. 

How fearfully my ftpp refounds 
Along thele lonely bounds : — 

* The anniverfary of the murder of Edward the Fifth, and his 
brother Richard, Duke of York, 

Spare, 
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Spare, favage blaft ! the taper's quiv'ring fires, 
Deep in thefe gathering (hades its flame empires. 
Ye hoft of heavea! thedoor recedes — 
It mocks, my grafp— what urifeen hands ' 

Have burft its iron bands? ; 
No mortal force this gate upbarrU 
Where danger lives, which terrors guaal— 
Dread powers ! its ferepming hinges cl'ofe 

On this dire fcene' of impious deedsH- 
My feet are fix'd ! — Difmay has bound 
My ftep on this, polluted ground-^- ' 
But lo ! the pitying moon, a line of light 
Athwart the horrid darknefs dimly throws, 
And from yon grated window chafes night.— 
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III. 

Ye vifions that before me roll* 
That freeze my blood, that fhake my foul ! 

Ate ye the phantoms of a dream ? 
Pale fpe&res ! are ye what ye'feem ? 
They glide more near — 
Their forms unfold! 
Fix'd ait their eyes, Ga me they bend — 
Their glaring look is cold ! 
And hark !~I hear 
Sounds that the throbbing pulfc of life fufpend. 

IV. 

" No wild illufion cheats thy fight 

■*' With (hapes that only live in night — 

Mark 
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" Mark the native glories fpread 
44 Around my bleeding brow ! 
44 The crown of Albion wreath'd my head,, 

" And Gallia's lilies * twin'd below— 
44 When my father fhook his fpear, 

44 When his banner fought the Ikies, 
44 Her baffled hoft recoil'd with fear, 

44 Nor turn'd their fhrinking eyes:—- 
44 Soon as the daring eagle fprings 

44 To balk in heav'n's empyreal light, 
44 The vultures ply their baleful wings, 

44 A cloud of deep'ning colour marks their 
44 flight, 
44 Staining the golden day : — 

* Henry the Sixth, crowned when an infant, at Paris. 

B 4 " But 
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" But fee ! amid the rav'nous brood 
" A bird of fiercer afpeft foar — 
" The fpirits of a rival race*, 
" Hang 6n the noxiousblaft, and trace, 
" With gloomy joy his deftin'd prey ; 
" Inflame th' ambitious wifli that thirfts for 
" blood, 
" And plunge his talons deep in kindred gore. 

V. ' 

" View the fterri form that hovers nigh, 
** Fierce rolls his dauntiefs eye 
" In fcorn of hideous death ; 

* Richard the Third, by murdering fo many near relations, feem» 
cd to revenge the fufferings of Henry the Sixth* and his family, on 
the Houfe of York. 

" Till 
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" Till ftarting at a brother's * name, 

" Horror lhrinks his glowing frame, 

M Locks the half-utter'd groan, 

" And chills the parting breath :— 
" AftoninYd Nature heav'd a moan ! 
" When her affrighted eye beheld the hands 
" She form'd to cherifh, rend her holy bands. 

* VI. 

" Look -where a royal infant t kneels, 

" Shrieking, and agoniz'd with fear, 

" He fees the dagger pointed near 
" A much-lov'd brother's J bread, 
" And tells an abfent mother all he feels : — 

* Richard the Third, who murdered his brother the Duke «f 
' • • *j 

Clarence. 

t Richard Duke of Ydrk. ' ; ; J . Edward the Fifth, - 

B 5 ' " His 



M3 



io PART os an. ' '. ' 

" His eager eye he cafts around i 

44 Where fliall her guardian form be found, 

" On which his eager eye would reft ! 
44 On her he calls in accents wild, 
44 And wonders why her ftep is flow 

" To faveher fuff'ring child !— 
" Rob'd in the regal garb, his brother ftands 

44 In more majeftic woe — 
" And meets the impious ftroke with bofom bare, 
44 Thenfearlefs grafpsthe murd'rer's hands, 
u And alks the minifter of hell to fpare 
" The child whofe feeble arms fuftain 
44 His bleeding form from cruel Death. — 
44 In vain fraternal fondnefs pleads 

•• For cold is now his livid cheek, 
14 And eold his laft, expiring breath : 

" And 
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" And now with afpedl meek, 
* r The infant lifts his mournful eye, 
" And alks with trembling voice, to die, 
" If death will cure his heaving heart of pain — 

4f His heaving heart now bleeds — 
" Foul tyrant ! o'er the gilded hour 
" That beams with all the blaze of power, 

M Remorfe fhall fpread her thickeft fliroud $ 
" The furies in thy tortur'd ear 

" Shall howl, with curfes deep, and loud, 
u And wake diftra&ing fear ! 

" I fee the ghaftly fpe&re rife, 

M Whofe blood is cold, whofe hollow eyes 

" Seem from his head to ftart 

" With upright hair, and fhiv'ring heart, 

" B 6 " Dark 
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" Dark o'er thy midnight couch he bends, 
" And clafps thy ftirinking frame, thy impious 
" fpirit rends." 

VII. 

Now his thrilling accents die — 
His ftiape eludes my fearching eye — 
But who is he*, convuls'd with pain, 1 
That writhes in every fwelling vein ? 

Yet in fo deep, fo wild a groan, 
A fharper anguifli feems to live 

Than life's expiring pang can give : — 
He dies deferted, and alone — 
\ I f pity can allay thy woes 

Sad fpirit they {hall find repofe — 
* Sir Thomas Overburyi poifoncd in the Tower by Somerfet. 

■ Thy 
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Thy friend, thy long-lov'dt friend is near! 
He comes to pour the parting teat, 

He comes to, catch the parting breath— 
Ah heaven ! no melting look he wears, 
His alter'd eye with vengeance glares - y 
Each frantic paflion at his foul, 
"Tis he has dafh'd that venom 'd bowl 
With agony, and death.. 

VIII. 

But whence arofe that folemh call ? 
Yon bloody phantom waves his hand, 
And beckons me to deeper gloom — 
Reft, troubled form ! I come — 
• Some unknown power my ftep impels 
To horror's fecret cells— 

" For 
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" For thee I raife this fable pall, 

" It fhrouds a ghaftly band •/ 

" Stretch'd beneath, thy eye (hall trace 

" A mangled regal race : 

" A thoufand funs have roll'd, firice light 

" Rufh'd on their folid night — 

" See, o'er that tender frame grim famine hangs, 

" And mocks a mother's pangs ! 

"• The laft, laft drop which warm'd her veins 

" That meagre infant drains-^ 

" Then gnaws ner fond, fuftaining breaft— 

" Stretch'd on her feeble knees, behold * 

X 
" Another vi&im finks to lafting reft — 

" Another, yet her matron arms would fold 

'• Who ftrives tp reach her matron arms in 

" vain — 

" Too 
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" Too weak her wafted foim to raife, 
" On him (he bends her eager gaze ; 
" She fees the foft imploring eye 
c< That a&s her dear embrace, the cure of pain — 
" She fees her child at diftancedie~ 
" But now her ftedfaft heart can bear 
" Unmov'd/the preffure of defpair— » 
" When firft the winds of winter urge their coiirfe 
" O'er the pure ftream, whofe current finoothly 

" glides, 
u The heaving river fwells its troubled tides ; 
" But when the bitter blaft with keener force, 
" O'er the high wave an icy fetter throws* 
" The harden'd wave is fix'd in dead repofe."-— 



''Say 
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;::.. IX. . . ./- 

*' Say who tharhoary form ?" alone he {lands/ 
u And meekly liftsrhis wither'd hahds— 

*~His t white beard ftreams with blood-4r ; ; 
" I fee him with a fiuile, deride . " 
" The wounds that pierce, his (hrivel'd fide, 

" Whence flows a. purple flood— ' * 

" But fudden pangs his bofom tear — ,\ * 

. " On one big drop, of deeper dye, 

" I fee him fix his haggard eye , 
u In dark,' atfd wild defpair ! *! . ■• ' • ' :" 
" That fcnguine drop which wakes his woe— • 

" Say, fpkit! whence its fource."— \. ' • '• 
" Afk no.fxiore its fource to know — 
" Ne'er mail mortal eye explore 
1 * Whence flow'd that drop of human gore, 

" Till 
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" Till the darting dead fhall rife, 
" Unchain 'd from earth, and mount the {kits, 
" And time (hall end his fated courfe." — 
" Now th' unfathom'd depth behold — 

" Look but once ! a fecond glance 
€t Wraps a- heart of human mold 

"In death's eternal trance." 

X 

" That fhapelefs phantom finking flow 

" Deep down the vaft abyfs below, 

" Darts, thro' the mifts mat fhroud his frame, 

11 A horror, nature hates to name !"— 

" Mortal, could thine eyes behold 

" All thofe fullen mifts enfold, 

"Thy 
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" Thy finews at the fight accurft 

" Would wither, and thy hearuftrings burft ; 

" Deith would gpafp with icy hand 

" And drag thee to our grizly band— 

" Away ! the fable pall I fpread, 

" And give to reft th' unquiet deadU- 

" Hade ! ere its horrid fliroud enclofe 

" Thy form, benumb'd with wild affright, 
" And plunge thee far thro' waftes of night, 
" In yon black gulph's abhorr'd repofe !"-— 
As darting at each dep, I fly, 
Why backward turns my frantic eye, 
That clofing portal paft ? — 
Two fullen fliades half-feen, advance ! — 
On me, a blading look they cad, 

And 
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And fix my view with dang'rous fpellt, 
Where burning frenzy dwells ! — 
Again! their vengeful loo k ■ a nd now a fpeech- 
lefs*— 
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O N N E T, 



To Mas. S I D D O N S. 



<D I DDONS! the Mufe, for many a joy refin'd, 
Feelings which ever feem too fwiftly fled — 
For thofe delicious tears (he loves to (hed, 

Around thy brow the wreath of praife would bind — 

But can her feeble notes thy praife unfold ? 

Repeat the tones each changing paflion gives, 
Or mark where nature in thya£tion lives, 

Where, in thy paufe, (he fpeaks a pang untold ! 

When 
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When fierce ambition fteels thy daring breaft, 
When from thy frantic look our glance recedes j 

Or oh, divine enthufiaft! when oppreft 

By anxious love,* that eye of foftneTs plead*— 

The fun-beam all can feel, butt who can trace 

The inftant light, and catch the^radiant grace! 
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S O N N E T 



To TWILIGHT. 



"\yTEEK Twilight! foften the declining day, 

And bring the hour my penfive fpirit loves ; 
When, o'er the mountain flow defcends the ray 

That gives to filence the deferted groves. 
Ah, let the happy court the morning ftill, 
' When, in her blooming lovelinefs array'd, 
She bids frefh beauty light the vale, or hill, 
And rapture warble in the vocal fhade. % 

C 2 Sweet 
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Sweet is the odour of the morning's flower, 
And rich in melody her accents rife ; 

Yet dearer to my foul the fhadowy hour, 

At which her bloffoms clofe, her mulic dies— 

For then, while languid nature droops her head, 

She wakes the tear 'tis luxury to flied. 
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COMPLAINT. 



I. 

"DALE moon! thy m3d benignant light 
May glad fome other captive's fight ; 
Bright'ning the gloomy obje&s nigh, 
Thy beams a lenierit thought (upply : 
But, oh, pale moon ! what ray of thine 
Can (both a mifery like mine ! 
Chafe the fad image of the part, 
And woes for ever doom'd to laft. 

C 4 Where 
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II. 

Where are the years with pleafure gay b 

How bright their courfe ! how Ihort their flay ! — 

Where are the crowns, that round my head 

A double glory vainly fpread ? 

Where are the beauties wont to more, 

The grace, converting awe to love I 

Alas, had fate defign'd to blefs, 

Its equal hand had giv'n me lefs i 

III. 
Why did the regal garb array 
A bread that tender paffions fway ? 
A foul of unfufpicious frame, 
Which leans with faith on friendfhip's name— 
Ye. vaniuYd hopes ! ye.broken ties ! 
By perfidy, in friendfhip's guife, 

This 
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This breaft was injur 'd, loft, betray'd — 
Where, where fhall Mary look for aid ? 

IV. 
How could I hope redrefs to find, 
Stern rival ! from thy envious mind ? 
How could I e'er thy words believe ? 
O ever pra&is'd to deceive ! 
Thy wiles abhorr'd (hall pleafe alone 
Cold bofoms, felfiih as thy own ; 
While ages hence, indignant hear 
The horrors of my fate fevere; 

V. 
Have not thy unrelenting hands 
Torn nature's moft endearing bands 1 
Whate'er I hop'd from woman's name, 
The ties of blood, the ftranger's claim j 

Cs Afifter. 
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A fifter-queen's defpairing breaft 

On thee fecurely lean'd for reft ; 

On thee ! from whom that breaft has bled 

WiuVfharper ills than thofe I fled. 

VI. 
Oh, ArillM in every bafer art ! 
Tyrant ! to this unguarded heart 
No guilt fo black as thine belongs. 
Which loads my length'ning years with wrongs. 
Strike then at once, infatiate foe ! 
The long, premeditated blow ; 
So (hall thy jealous terrors ceafe, 
And Mary's harrafs'd foul have peace. 
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ADVERTISEMENT. 



r TPHAT no readers of the following work may 
entertain expeditions refpe&ing it which it 
would ill fatisfy, it is neceflary to acquaint them, 
that the author has not had the prefumption even to 
attempt a full, hiftorical narration of the fall of the 
Peruvian empire. To defcribe that important event 
with accuracy, and to difplay with clearnefs and 
force the various caufes which combined to produce 
it, would require all the energy of genius, and the 
moft glowing colours of imagination. Gonfcious 
of her utter .inability to execute fuch a defign, fhe 

has 
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has, only aimed at a Ample detail of fome few inci- 
dents that make a part of that romantic ftory; 
where the unparalleled fuflferiugs of an innocent and 
amiable people, form the moft aflfe&ing fubje&s of 
true pathos, while their climate, totally unlike our 
own, furnifhes new and ample materials for poetic 
defcription. 



The 



The ARGUMENT. 

i 

General defcription of the country of Peru, and of its 
animal, and vegetable produclions — the virtues of the 
people — characler of Ataliba, their Monarch — his 
love for Alzira — their nuptials celebrated — characler 
of Zorai, her father — defcent of the genius of Peru— 
prediction of the fate of that empire. 



is: 



R U. 



CANTO THE FIRST. 



TI7 H E RE the pacific deep in filence laves 

The weftern fliore, with flow and languid 
waves, 
There, loft Peruvia, rofe thy cultur'd fcene, 
The wave an emblem of thy joy ferene r 
There nature ever in luxuriant fhowers ^ 

Pours from her treafures, the perennial flowers ; 

In 
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In its dark foliage plum'd, the tow'ring pine 
Afcends the mountain, at her call divine ; 
The palm's wide leaf its brighter verdure fpreads, 
And the proud cedars bow their lofty heads ; 10 

The citron, and the glowing orange fpring, 
w And on the gale a thoufand odours fling ; 
The guava, and the foft ananas bloom, 
The balfam ever drops a rich perfume : 
The bark, reviving flirub ! Oh not in vair* t $ 

Thy rofy bloflbms tinge Peruvia's plain ; . 
Ye foft'ring gales> around thofe bloflbms How, 
Ye balmy dew-drops, o'er the tendrils flow. 
Lo, as the heakh-diffufing plant afpires, 
Difeafe, and pain, and hov'ring death retires ; 20 
Affe&ion fees new luftre light the eye, 
And feels her vaniuYd joys again are nigh. 

The 
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The Pacos*, and Vicunnas + fport around, 

And the meek Lamas % t burden'd, prefs the ground. 

Amid the vocal groves, the feather'd throng fifi 

Pour to the lhTning bnexe their native fong ; 

The mocking-bird her varying note eflays, 

The vain macaw his gUtt'riug plume ^fpiayg. 

While fpring's warm ray the mild fuffufion (beds, 

The plaintive humming-bird his pinion fpreads ; 30 

His wings their colours to the fun unfold, 

The vivid .fcarlet, and the blazing gold ; 

He fees the flower which morning tears bedew, 

Sinks on its breaft, and drinks th' ambrofial dew : 



# The pacos is a domeftic animal of Peru. Its wool refembles 
the colour of dried rofes. 
f The vicunnas are a fpecies of wild pacos. 
J The lamas are employed as mules* in carrying burdens. 

Then 
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Then feeks with fond delight the fecial neft 35 

Parental care has rear'd, and love has bleft : 

The drops that on the Modern's light leaf hung, 

He bears exulting to his tender young ; 

The grateful joy his happy accents prove, 

Is nature, fouling on her works of love. 40 

Nor lefs, Peruvia,- for thy favour'd clime 
The virtues rofe, unfullied, and fublime : 
There melting charity, with ardor warm, 
Spread her wide mantle o'er th' unfhelter'd form ; 
Cheer'd with the feftal fong, her lib'ral toils 45 

While in the lap of age* flie pour'd the fpoils. 

• The people cheerfully aflifted in reaping thofe fields, whofe pro. 
ducc was given to old perfons, paft their labour. 

Sim- 
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Simplicity in every vale was found, 

The meek nymph fmii'd, with reeds, and ruflies 

crown'd ; 
And innocence in light, tranfparent veft, 
Mild vifitant ! the gentle region bleft : 50 

As from her lip enchanting accents part, * 
They thrill with pleafure the reponfive heart ; 
And o'er the ever-blooming vales around, 
Soft echoes waft each undulating found. 

This happy region Ataliba fway'd, gg 

Y&ofe mild beheft the willing heart obey'd ; 
Defcendant of a fcepter'd, focred race, 
Whofe origin from glowing funs they trace ; 
And as o'er nature's form, the folar light 
Difrufes beauty, and infpires delight ; 60 

So, 
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So, o'er Peruvia flow'd the lib'ral ray 

Of mercy, lovelier than the fmile of day ! 

In Ataliba's pure and gen'rous heart 

The virtues bloom'd without the aid of art. 

His gentle fpirit, love's foft power pofleft, 65 

And ftamp'd Alzira's image on his breaft ; 

Alzira, form'd each tendernefs to prove, 

That fooths in friendlhip, and that charms in love. 

But, ah ! in vain the drooping mufe would paint 

(Her accents languid, and her dolours faint,) 70 

How dear the joys love's early whiles fought, 

How mild his fpirit, and how pure his thought, 

Ere wealth in fullen pomp was feen to rife, 

And break the artlefs bofom's holy ties ; 

Blaft with his touch afFeftion's opening flower, 75 

And chill the hand that rfer'd her blifsful bower. 

Fortune, 
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47 



Fortune, light nymph ! ftijl Meft the fordid hart. 

Still to thy venal flave thy gifts impart ; 

Bright in his view may all thy meteors fhiue, 

And loft Peruvia open cveiy mine ; 90 

For him the robe of eaftern pomp difplay, 

The gems that ripen in the torrid ray ; 

Collected may their guilty luftre ftream 

Full on the eye that courts the partial beam : 

But Love, oh Love! fhould haply this late hour, 85 

One fofter mind avow thy genuine power ; 

Breathe at thy altar nature's fimple ftrain, 

And ftrew the heart's pu*e incenfe on thy fane ; 

Give to that bofom fcorning fortune's toys, 

Thy fweet enchantments, and thy virtuous joys ; 90 

Bid pleafure bloom thro' many a circling year, 

Which lore (hall wing, and conftancy endear ; 

Far 
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Far from this happy clime avert the woes, 

The heart from alienated fondnefs knows ; 

And from that agony the fpirit fave, g$ 

When unrelenting yawns the op'ning grave ; 

When death diflblves the ties for ever dear ; 

When frantic paflion pours her parting tear ; 

With all the cheriuYd pains aflfe&ion feels, 

Hangs on the quiv'ring lip, that filence feals ; 100 

Views fondnefs ftruggling in the clofing eye, 

And marks it mingling in the falt'ring figh ; 

As the lov'd form, while folded to her bread, 

On earth's cold bofom feeks more lading reft ! 

Leave her fond foul in hopelefs griefs to mourn, 105 

Clafp the pale corfe, and bathe th' unconfcious urn ; — 

Mild, to the wounds that pierce her bleeding heart, 

Nature's expiring pang, and death's keen dart. 

Pure 
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Pure was the hiflre of the orient ray, 
That joyful wak'd Alzira's nuptial day : 1 i» 

Her auburn hair, fpread loofely to the wind, 
The virgin train, with rofy chaplets bind ; 
The fcented flowers that form her bridal wreathe, 
A deeper hue, a richer fragrance breathe. 
The gentle tribe now fought the hallow'd fane, 1 15 
Where warbling veftals pour'd the choral drain : 
There aged Zorai, his Alzira preft 
With love parental, to his anxious breaft: 
Prieft of the fun, within the facred (hrine 
His fervent fpirit breath'd the ftrain divine ; 120 

With glowing hand, theguiltlefs offering fpread, 
With pious zeal the pure libation fhed ; 
Nor vain the incenfe of erroneous praife 
When meek devotion's foul the tribute pays; 

Vol. II. D Oir 
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On wings of purity behold it rife, 12£ 

While bending mercy wafts it to the Ikies ! 

Peruvia ! oh delightful land, in vain 
The virtues flourifh'd on thy beauteous plain ; 
-In vain fweet pleafure there was feen to move, 
And wore the fmile of peace, the bloom of love ; 130 
For foon fhall burft the unrelenting ftorm, 
Rend her foft robe, and crufh her tender form : 
Peruvia ! foon the fatal hour fhall rife, 
The hour defpair fhall wafte in tears and fighs ; 
Fame fhall record the horrors of thy fate, 135 

And diftant ages weep for ills fo great. 

Now o'er^he deep chill night her -mantle flung, 
' Dim on the wave the moon's faint crefcent hung ; 

Pemvia's 
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Peruvia's Genius fought the liquid plain, 

Sooth'd by the languid murmurs of the main ; 1 40 

1 
When fudden clamour the illufion broke, 

Wild on the furface of the deep it fpoke ;* 

A riling breeze expands her flowing veil, 

Aghaft with fear, flie fpy'd a flying fail— 

The lofty maft impends, the banner waves, 145 m 

The ruffled furge th' incumbent veflel laves ; 

With eager eye fhe views her deftin'd foe 

Lead to her peaceful fhores th' adyent'rous prow ; 

Trembling (he Jcnelt,- with wild diforder'd air, 

And pbur'd with frantic energy her pray'r— 150 

" Oh, ye avenging fpirits of the deep ! 

" Mount the blue lightning's wing, o'er ocean fweep; 

" Loud from your central caves the (hell refound, 

" That fummons death to your abyfs profound » 

D 2 " Call 
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u Call the pale fpeAre from his dark abode, 155 
/' To print the billow, fwell the black'ning flood, 
u Rufli o'er the waves, the rough'mng deep deform, 
" Howl in the blaft, and animate the ftorm — 
#< Relentlefs powers ! for not one quiv'ring breeze 
" Has ruffled yet the furface of the feas — 160 

" Swift from your rocky fteeps, ye condors * ftray, 
" Wave your black plumes; and cleave th' aerial way ; 
" Proud in terrific force, your wings expand, 
"" Prefs the firm earth, and darken all the ftrand; 
" Bid the ftern foe retire with wild affright, 165 
" And fhun the region veil'd in partial night. 
"Vain hope, devoted land! I read thy doom, 
u My fad prophetic foul can pierce the gloom ; 

* The condor is an inhabitant of the Andes. Its wings, when 
expanded, are faid to be eighteen feet wide. 

" I fee, 
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" I fee, I fee my lov'd, my favouu'd clime, 
" Confum'd, and fading in its early prime. 170 

,r But not in vain the beauteous realm (hall bleed, 
" Too late {hall Europe's race deplore the deed. 
•* Region abhorr'd ! be gold the tempting Bane, . 
a The curfe that defolates thy hoftile plain ; 
" May pleafure tinge with venom'd drops the 
" bowl, . . 175 

u And luxury unnerve the fick'ning foul."— 
Ah, not in vain flie pour'd th* impaffion'd tear ! 
Ah, not in vain fhe call'd the powers to hear ! 
When borne from loft Peruvia's bleeding land, 
The guilty treafures beam'd on Europe's ftrand ; 180 
Each fweet affection fled the tainted fhore, 
And virtue wander'd, to return no more. 

D 3 PERU. 
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The ARG UM E NT. 

Pizarro, a Spanijh Captain, lands with his forces — his 
meeting with Ataliba— its unhappy confequences — 
Zorai dies — Ataliba impri/oned, and Jfrangled— 
AIzith's dejpair, and niadnefs.. 
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T? L U S H'D with impatient hope, the martial band 

By ftern Pizarro led, approach the land : 

No terrors arm the hoftile brow, for guile 

Charms to betray, in Candour's open fmik. 

Too artlefs for diftruft, the monarch fprings 5 

To meet his latent foe on friendship's wings : 

« 
On as he moves, with glittVmg fplendours crown'd, 

His feather'd chiefs the, golden thTone furround ; 

D 6 The 
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The waving canopy its plume difplays, 

Whofe varied hues reflect the morning rays ; to 

With native grace he hails the warrior train, 

Who flood majeftic oh Peruvians plain* 

In all the lavage pomp of armour dreft* 

The radiant helmet, and the nodding creft. 

Yet themes of joy Pizarro's lips impart, 15, 

And charm with eloquence the fimple heart ; 

Unfolding to the monarch's wond'ring. thought, 

All that inventive arts the rude have taught ; 

And now he bids the purer fpirit rife - 

Above the circle of furrounding fkies ; 20 

Prefents the page that (hed religion's light 

O'er the dark mift of intelle&ual night ; 

While thrilPd with awe the monarch trembling (lands* 

He dropp'd the hallow'd volume from his hands. 

Sudden, 
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* Sudden, while frantic zeal each bread inlpires, 25 
And (hudd'ring demons fan. the impious fires* 

The bloody fignal waves, the banners play,. 
The naked fabres flafli their dreaming ray ;• 

* " Sudden, while frantic zeal, ice." Pizarro, who during 
along conference, had with difficulty reftrained his foldiers, eager to 
feize the rich fpoils of which they had now U> near a view,, immc~ 
diately gave the fignal of affault At once the. martial mulic ftruck 
up, the cannon and inufkets Began to fire, the horfe Tallied out 
fiercely to the charge,, the infantry rufhed on fword in hand. The. 
Peruvians, aftoniihed at the fuddennefs of an attack which they did 
notexpeft, and difmayed with the dfcftructive effects of the fire-arms, . 
fled with univerfaL coafternation on every fidt. Pizarro, at the 
head of his, chofen band* advanced dire&ly towards the Inca; and 
though his Nobles crowded around him with officious zeal, and fely 
in numbers at his feet, while they vied one with another in facri- 
ficing their own lives, that they, might cover the facred perfon of 
their Sovereign, the Spaniards foon penetrated to the royal feat; 
and Pizarro feizing the Inca by the arm, dragged him to the 
ground, and carried, him a prifoner to his quarters.— —Robert/on'* 
Hifiory of America* 

The 
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The martial trumpet's animating folind, 
And thund'ring cannon, rend the vault around ; 30 
While fierce in fanguin^ rage the fons of Spain 
/Rufli oil Peru's unarm'd, devoted train ; 
The fiends of flaughter urg'd their dire career, 
And virtue's guardian fpirits dropp'd a tear. — 
Mild Zorai fell, deploring human ftrife, 3^5 

And clos'd with prayer his confecrated life. 
In vain Peruvia's chiefs undaunted flood, 
Shield their lov'd prince, and bathe his robes in blood ; 
Touch 'd with heroic ardor, rufh around, 
And high of foul, receive each fatal wound : 40 

Dragg'd from his throne, and hurry'd o'er the plain. 
The wretched monarch fwells the captive train ; 
With iron grafp, the frantic prince they bear, 
And blefs the omen of his wild defpair. 

Deep 
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Deep in the gloomy dungeon's lone domain, 45 
Loft Ataliba wore the galling chain ; 
The earth's cold bed refus'd oblivious reft, 
While throbb'd the pains of thoufands at his breaft ; 
Alzira's defolating moan he hears, 
And with the monarch's, blends the lover's tears— 50 
Soon had Alzira felt affliction's dart 
Pierce her foft foul, and rend her bleeding heart ; 
Its quick pulfations paus'd, and, chill'd with dread,' 
A livid hue her fading cheek o'erfpread ; 
No tear (he gave to love, fhe breath'd no figh, 55 
Her lips were mute, and clos'd her languid eye ; 
Fainter, and flower heav'd her fhiv'ring breaft, 
And her calm'd paffions feem'd in death to reft ! — 
At length revi v'd, mid rifing heaps of (lain 
She preft with trembling ftep, the crimfon plain ; 60 

The 
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The dungeon's gloomy depth (he fearlefs fought, 
For love, with fcorn of danger arm'd her thought :. 
The cell that holds her captive lord fhe gains, 
Her tears fall quiv'ring on a lover's chains I 
Too tender -fpirit, check the filial teai*. 6^ 

A fympathy more loft, % tie more dear 
Shall claim the drops that frantic paflion fheds,. 
When the rude ftorm its darkeft pinion fpreads. 
Lo !. burfting the deep cell where mis'ry lay, 
The human vultures feize the'dove-like prey !. m 70 

In vain her treafur'd wealth Peruvia gave,. 
. This dearer treafiire from their grafp to lave :; 
Alzira ! lo, the ruthlefs murd'rers come,. 
This moment feals thy Ataliba's doom.. 
Ah, what avails the (hriek that anguifti pours !* 75 
The look, that mercy's lenient aid implores !. 

Torn 
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Torn from thy clinging arms, thy throbbing 

bread, 
The fatal cord his agony fuppreft : 
In vain the livid corfe {he fondly clafps, 
And pours her forrows o'er the form fhe grafps— 86 
The murd'rers now their ftruggling victim tear 
From the loft object of her keen defpair : 
The fwelling pang unable to fuftain, 
Diftra&ion throbb'd in every beating vein : 
Its fudden tumults feize her yielding foul, 85 

And in her eye diftemper'd glances roll — 
" They come ! (the "mourner cried, with panting 

" breath,) 
11 To give the loft Alzira reft in death ! 
" One moment more, ye bloody forms, beftow, 
" One moment more for ever cures my woe — 90 

" Lo 
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" Lo where the purple evening fheds her light 

" On bleft remains ! oh hide them, pitying night ! 

" Slow in the breeze I fee the verdure wave 

" That fhrouds with tufted grafs, my lover's grave : 

" There, on its wand'ring wing in mildnefs blows 95 

" The mournful gale, nor wakes his deep repofe— 

11 And fee, yon hoary form ftill lingers there ! 

" Diftevell'd by rude winds his filver hair ; 

" O'er his chill'd bofom falls the winter's rain, 

u I feel the big drops on my wrther'd braiq : 10a 

" Not for himfelf that tear his bofom fteeps, 

1 ' For his loft child it flows, for me he weeps ! 

li No more the dagger's point (hall pierce thy bread, 

ts For calm and lovely is thy filent reft ; 

" Yet ftill in duft thefe eyes fhall fee thee roll, 105 

« Still the fad thought (hall wafte Alzira's foul — 

" What 
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" What bleeding phantom moves along the ftorm ? 

" It is — it-is my loverVwell-known form ! 

" Tho' the dim moon is veij'd, his robes of light 

" Tinge the dark clouds, and gild the mift of 

" night: - v 110 

" Approach ! Alzira's breaft no terrors move, 
" Her fears are all for ever loft in love 1 
" Safe on the hanging cliff I now can reft, 
" And prefe its pointed pillow to my breaft— 
" He vreepg! in haav'n he weeps! I feel his 

" tear— n 5 

" It chills my trembling heart, yet ftill 'tis dear — 
" To him all joylefsare the realms above, 
" That pale look fpeaks of pity, and of love ! 
" My love afcends ! he foars in azure light ; s 
" Stay tender fpirit — cruel ! ftay thy flight — 120 

" Again 
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u Again defcend in yonder rolling cloud, 

" And veil Alzira in thy mifty fhroud — 

" He comes ! my love has plac'd the dagger near, 

" And on its hallow'd point has dropp'd a tear*' — 

As roll'd her wand'ring glances wide around 125 

She fnatch'd a reeking fabre from the ground ; 

Firmly her lifted hand the weapon prefs'd, 

y 

And deep (he pung'd it in her panting bread: 

<~ 

u , Tis but a few fhort moments that divide 

" Alzira from her love !" — (he faid — and died. 1 30 
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The ARGUMENT. 

Pizarro takes poffejjion of Cuzco-~the fanaticifm of Val- 
vcrde, a Spanifh priejl — its dreadful effetls — A Pe- 
ruvian priejl put to the torturc-rbis daughters dif- 
trefs — he is refcued by Las Cafas, an amiable Spanijh 
ecclefiaftic, and led to a place offafety, where he 
dies — his daughters narration of her fufferings?—her 
death. 
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VfOW ftern Pizarro feeks the diftant plains, 

Where beauteous Cuzco lifts her golden fanes: 
The meek Peruvians gaz'd in pale difmay, 
Nor barr'd the dark oppreflbr's fanguine way : 
And foon on Cuzco, where the dawning light 5 

Of glory Ihone, foretelling day more bright, 
Where the young arts had flied unfolding flowers, 
A fcene of fpreading defolation lowers ; 
Vol. II. E While 
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While buried deep in everlafting (hade, 

Thofe luftres ficken, and thofe blqffoms fade. 10 

And yet, devoted land, not gold alone, 

Or wild ambition wak'd thy parting groan ; 

For, lo ! a fiercer fiend, with joy elate, 

Feafts on thy fuff'rings, and impels thy fate. 

Fanatic fury rears her fullen ftirine, i$ 

Where vultures prey, where venom'd adders twine ; 

Her favage arm with purple torrents ftains 

Thy rocking temples, and thy falling fanes ; 

Her blazing torches flafli the mounting fire, 

She grafps the fabre, and fhe lights the pyre 4 20 

Her voice is thunder, rending the ftill air, 

Her glance the livid lightning's fatal glare ; 

Her lips unhallow'd. breathe their impious ftrain, 

And pure religion's facrcd voice profane ; 

Whofe 
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Whofe precepts, pity's mildcft deeds approve, t$ 
Whofe law is mercy, and whofe foul is love. 
Fanatic fury wakes the riling ftbrm — 
She wears the item Valverda's hideous fonn ; 
His bofom never felt another's woes, 
No (hriek of anguifh breaks its dark repofe. 9* 

The temple nods — an aged form appears— 
He beats his bread — he rends his filver hairs— 
Valverda drags him from the bleft abode 
Where his meek fpirit humbly fought its God : ' ' 
See, to his aid his child, foft Zilia, fprings, $5 

And fteeps in tears the robe to which flie clings, 
Till burfling from Feruvia's frighted throng, 
Two warlike youths impetuous rufh'd along ; 
One, grafp'd his twanging bow with furious air, 
While in his troubled eye fat fierce defpair. 4* 

E-i But 



f6 PERU. 

But all in vain his erring weapon flies, 

Pierc'd by a thoufand wounds, on earth he lies. 

His drooping head the heart-ftruck Zilia rais'd. 

And on the youth in fpeechlefs anguifli gaz'd ; 

While he, who fondly fhar'd his danger, flew, 45 

And from his bread a reeking fabre drew. 

u Deep in my faithful bofomlet me hide 

t( The fatal fteel, that would our fouls divide," 

He quick exclaims — the {lying warrior cries, 

u Ah, yet forbear! — by all the facred ties, 50 

" That bind our hearts, forbear" — In vain he fpoke, 

Friendlhip with frantic zeal impels the ftroke : 

" Thyfelf for ever loft, thou hop'ft in vain, 

" The youth replied, my fpirit to detain ; 

'* From thee, my foul, in childhood's earlieft year, 55 

" Caught the light pleafure, and the ftarting tear ; 

"Thy 
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,f Thy friendfliip then iny young affe&ions bleft, 

11 The firft pure paffion of my infant bread ; - 

" That paffion, which o'er life delight has Ihed, 

" By reafon cherifli'd, and by virtue fed : 60 

l( And (till in death I feel its ftrong controul $ 

11 Its facred impulfe wings my fleeting foul, 

11 That only lingers here* till thou depart, 

".Whofe iiriage lives upon my fainting heart/ — 

In vain the gen'rous youth, with panting breath, 65 

Pour'd thefe loft murmurs in the ear of death ; 

He reads the fatal truth in Z/7/Vs eye, 

And gives to friendfliip his expiring figh. — 

But nowjwith rage Valverda's glances roll, 

And mark the vengeance rankling in his foul : 70 

He bends his wrinkled brow — his lips impart 

The brooding purpofe of his venom'd heart ; 

E 3 He 
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He bids the hoary prieft in mutter'd fcrain*, 

Abjure his faith, forfakehis falling fanes, 

While yet the ling'ring pangs of torture wait, 75 

While yet VaJverdas power fufpends his fate. 

»• Vain map, thevi&hn cried, to hoary years 

" Know death is mild, and virtue feeb no fears: 

•' Cruel of fpirit, come I let tortures prove 

" The Power I ferv'd in life, b death I 

" love."— • 8b 

He ceas'd— -with rugged cords his limbs they 

bound, 
And drag the aged fufFrer on the groynd ; 
They grafp his feeble form, his trefles tear, 
His robe they rend, his flmvell'd bofom bare. 
Ah, fee his uncomplaining foul fuftain 85 

The fling of infult, and the dart of pain ; 

His 
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His ftedfaft fpirit feels one pang alone ; 

A child's defpalr awakes one fufTring j 

THe mourner kneels to catch his parting breath, 

To footh the agony of ling ring death ; 90 

No moan (he breatiYd, no tear had power to flow, 

Still on her lip expir'd th' unutter'd wot r 

Yet ah, her livid cheek, her ftedfoft look, 

The defolated foul's deep anguiih fpoke— 

Mild vidim ! clofe not yet thy languid eyes ; gg 

Pure fpirit ! claim not yet thy kindred Ikies ; 

Avpitying angel comes to ftay thy flight, 

Las Cafas * bids thee view returning light : 

Ah, let tbat facred drop to virtue dear, 

Efface thy wrongs — receive his precious tear ; 100 

* A * La* Cajas, See." that amiable Ecdefiaftic, who obtained by 
hi humanity the title of Proteflor of the Indies. 

£ 4 Sea 
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See his flufh'd cheek with indignation glow, • 

While from his lips the tones of pky flow. 

* 
" Oh fufFring Lord! he cried, whofe ftreaming 

" blood 
,f Was pour'd for man — Earth drank, the facred 

" flood— . 
" Whofe mercy hi the mortal pang forgave . 105 
" The murd'rous band, thy love alone could fave ; 
, «« Forgive — thy goodnefs burfts each narrow bound, 
*' Which feeble thought, and human hope furround ± 
" Forgive the guilty wretch, whofe impious hand 
u From thy pure altar flings the flaming brand, 110 
" In.human blood that hallow "d altar fleeps, 
1 • Libation dire ! while groaning nature weeps — 
" The limits of thy mercy dares to fcan, 
" The obje& of thy love, his viftim, — Man; 

M While 
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u While yet I linger, lo, the fuff'rer dies — 115. 

u I fee his frame convuls'd — I hear his fighs — 

" Whoe'er controuls the purpofe of my heart 

" Firft in this bread (hall plunge his guilty dart :" 

With anxious ftep he flew, with eager hands 

He broke the fetters, burft the cruel bands v *2o> 

As the fall'n angel heard with awful fear , 

The cherub's grave rebuke, in grace fevere, ; 

And fled, while horror plum'd his impious creft*, 

The form of virtue, as (he flood confefl ; * 

So fierce Valverda fullen mov'd along, 12 j 

AbauYd, and follow'd by the guilty throng; 

At length the hoary vi&im, freed from chains, 

Las Cafas gently leads to fafer plains ; 



• Oa his creft 



Sat horror phim'd. Par. Loft, iv # 988. 
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Soft Zilia's yielding foul the joy oppreft, 

She bath'd with floods of tears her father's bread. 130 

Las Cafas now explores a fecret cave 

Whofe (haggy fides the languid billows lave ; 

u There reft fccure, he cried, the Chriftian God 

* f ■ Will hover near, will guard the lone abode.'* 

Oft to the gloomy ceU his fteps repair, 135 

While night's chill breezes wave his filver'd hair ; 

Oft in the tones of love, the words of peace, 

He bids the bitter tears of anguifh ceafe ; 

Bids drooping hope uplift her languid eyes, 

And points a dearer blifs beyond the Aries. 140 

Yet ah, in vain his pious canes would fave 

The hoary fufFrer from the op'ntag grave ; 

For deep die pangs of torture pierc'd his frame, 

And fink his wafted life's expiring flame ; 

To 
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To his cold lip Las Cafa's hand he preft, 145 

He faintly clafp'd his Zilia to his breaft ; 

Then cried, " the God, whom now my vows adore, 

u My heart thro 9 life obcy'd, unknowing more ; 

" His mitt forgivenefs then my foul ihall prove, 

" His mercy fhare— Las Cafa's God, k Love !" 150 

He fpoke no more— his Zffia's frantic moan 

Was heard refponfive to his dying groan. 

" Vi£bm of impious zeal, Las Cafes cries, 

" Accept departed (hade, a Chriftian's fighs ; 

" And thou, foft mourner, tender, drooping 

M form, 155 

" What power foall guard thee from the fearful 

«' flora?" 
" Weep not for me, (he cried, for Zilia's breaft 
11 Soon in the fhek'iing earth fliall find its reft. 

E 6 « Hope 
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: " Hope not the vi&im of defpair to fave, 
" I alk but death — I only feek a grave — . 160 

" Witnefs thou mangled form that earth retains, 
11 Witnefs a murder'd lover's cold remains. 
" I livM my father's pangs to footh, to fhare ; 
V I bore to live, tho* life was all defpair— 
" In vain my lover, urg'd by fond defire 165 

" To ftiield from torture, and from death my fire, 
" Flew to the farte where ftern Valverda rag'd, 
" And fearlefs, with unequal force engag'd ; 

* u I faw him bleeding, dying prefs the ground, 
." I drew the poifon from each fatal wound ; 17a 

: " I bath'd thofe wounds with tears — he pour'd a figlw. 
" A drop hung trembling in his clofing eye— 
" All, ftill his mournful fign 1 fhiv'ring hear, 
" In every pulfe I feel his parting tear — 

u I 



CANTO. III. 

" I faint — an icy coldnefs chills each vein,- 175 

" No more thefe feeble limbs their load fuftain : 
I " Spirit of pity! catch my fleeting breath, 

" A moment ftay — and clofe my eyes in death — 
" Las Cafas, thee, thy God in mercy gave 
" To footh my pangs — to find the wretch a 
" grave."— 180 

She ceas'd — her fpirit fled to purer fpheres — 
Las Cafas bathes the pallid co/rfe with tears — 
Fly, minifter of good ! nor ling nng (bed 
Thofe fruitlefs forrows o'er the unconfcious dead ; 
Ah fly — 'tis innocence, 'tis virtue bleeds, 185 

And heav'n will liften, when an angel pleads ; 
I view the fanguine flood, the wafting flame, 

I hear a fufPring world Las Cafas claim ! 

**. 
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The ARGUMENT. 

AlmagroV expedition to Chili — his troops fuffer great 
hard/hips from cold, in crojjing the Andes — they reach 
Chili — the Chilefe make a brave rejiflance — the revolt 
of the Peruvians in Cuzco — they are led on by Manco- 
Capac, the fucceffbr of Ataliba— his parting with 
Cora, his wife — the Peruvians regain half their city — 
Almagro leaves Chili — to avoid the Andes 9 he croffes 
a vaji defert — his troops can find no water— the rejl 
divide in two bands — Alphonfo leads the fecond band f 
which foon reaches a fertile valley— the Spaniards ob- 
ferve the natives are employed in fearching the Jlreams 
for gold— they refohe to attack them. 



E R U. 



CANTO THE FOURTH. 



VT O W the ftern partner of Pizarro's to3s, 

Almagra, lurd by hope of golden fpoils, 
To diftant Chili's ever-verdant meads, 
Thro' paths tmtrod, a band of warriors leads ; 
O'er the high Andes' frozen ft*eps they go, 
And wander mid' eternal hills of fnow : 
In vain the vivifying orb of day 
Darts on th' impervious ice his fervent ray ; 



Cold, 
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Cold, keen as chains the oceans of the- Pole, 
Numbs the flirunk frame, and chills the vig'rous 
foul — 10 

At length they reach luxuriant Chili's plain, 
Where ends the dreary bound of winter's reign ; 
Where fpring fheds odours thro* th' unvaried year, 
And bathes the flower of fummer, with her tear. 



When firft the brave Ckilefe, with eager glance, 15 
Behold the hoflile fons of Spain advance ; 
Heard the loud thunder of the cannon crafh, 
And view'd. the light'ning of the inftant flafli, 
The threat'ning fabre red with purple ftreams, 
The lance that quiver'd in the folar beams ; 20 

With pale furprife they faw the low'ring ftorm, 
Where hung dark danger, in an unknown form : 

But 
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But foon their fpirits, ftung with gen'rous foame, 
Renounce each terror, and for vengeance flame ; 
Pant high with facred freedom's ardent glow, 2$ 

And met intrepid the fuperior foe. 
Long unfubdu'd by ftern Almagro's train, 
Their valiant tribes unequal fight maintain ; 
Long vi&ory hover'd doubtful o'er the field, 
And oft flie forc'd Iberia's band to yield ; 30 

Oft tore from Spain's proud head her laurel bough, 
And bade it bloffom on Peruvia's brow ; 
When fudden tidings reach'd Almagro's ear 
That fliook the warrior's foul with doubt and 
fear. 

Of murder 'd Ataliba's royal race 35 

There yet remain'd a youth of blooming grace, 

Who 
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Who pin'd, the captive of rekntlefs Spain, 

And long in Cuzco dragg'd her galling chain ; 

Capac his name, whofe foul indignant bears 

The rankling fetters, and revenge prepares. 40 

But fmce his daring fpiritmuft forego 

The hope to rufli upon the tyrant foe, 

Led by his parent orb, that gives the day, 

And fierce as darts the keen, meridian ray, 

He vows to bend unfeen his hoftile courfe, 45 

•Then on the vi&ors rife with latent force, 

As fudden from its cloud die brooding dorm, 

Burfts in the thunder's voice, the lightning's form— 

For this, from fltern Pizarro he obtains 

The boon, enlarg'd, to feek the neighb'ring plains, 50 

For one blefs'd day, and with his friends unite 

To crown with folemn pomp an ancient rite ; 

Share 
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Share the dear pleafures of the fecial hour, 

And mid' their fetters twine one feftal flower. 

So fpoke the Prince— far other thoughts pofleft, j£ 

Far other purpofe animates his bread : 

For now Peruvia's nobles he commands 

To lead, withfilent ftep, her martial bands 

Forth to thedeftin'd fpot, prepar'd to dare 

The fierceft {hock of dire, unequal war ; 60 

While every tender, human intereft pleads, 

And urges the firm foul to lofty deeds. 

Now Capac hail'd th* eventful morning's light, 

Rofe with its dawn, and panted for the fight ; 

But firft with fondnefs to his heart he preft , 65 

The tender Cora, partner of his breaft ; 

Who with her lord, had fought the dungeon's gloom, 

And wafted there in grief, her early bloom. 

" No 
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" No more, he cried, no more my love (hall' feel 

" The mingled agonies I fly to heal ; 70 

" I go, but foon exulting (hall return, 

u And bid my faithful Cora ceafe to mourn \ 

u For* oh, amid' each pang my bofom knows, 

" What waftes, what wounds it moft, are Cora's 

" woes. 
" Sweet was the love that crown'd our happier 

" hqurs, " 75 

" And (hed new fragrance o'er a path of flowers ; 
" But fure divided forrow more endears 
" The tie, that paflion feals with mutual tears" — 
He paus'd— faft-flowing drops bedew'd her eyes, 
While thus in mournful accents (he replies : 80 

" Still let me feel the preflure of thy chain, 
44 Still (hare the fetters which my love detain ; 

" Thofe 
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" Thofe piercing irons to my foul aredear, 
" Nor will their fharpnefs wound while thou art near. 
" Oh think not, when in thee alone I live, 85 

" This breaft can bear the pain thy dangers give, 
" Look on our helplefs babe in mis'ry nurft— 
" My child-Mny child, thy mother's heart will burft ! 
" Methinks I fee the raging battle rife, 
" And hear this harmlefs fuff Ws feeble cries ; - go 
u I view the blades that pour afanguine flood, 
u And plunge their cruel edge in infant blood,"— 
She could no more ; her fait 'ring accents die, 
Yet her foul fpoke exprefiive in her eye ; 
Her lord beholds her grief, with tender pain, 95 

And leads her breathlefs, to a (helt'ring fane. 
Now high in air his feather'd ftandard waves, 
|, And fbon from (hrouding woods, and hollow caves, 
Vol. IL F A num'rous 



A num'rous hoft along the plain appear, ■ 
And hail their monarch with a gen'rous.tear : 100 
To Cuzco's gate now rufti th' increafmg throngs, 
And fuch their ardor, rouz'd by fenfe of wrongs, 
That vainly, would Pizarro's Vet'ran force 
Arreft the torrent in its raging cburfe ; 
In vain his murd'ring bands terrific flood* 105 

And plung'd their fabfes in a fea of blood : 
Danger #nd death Peruvia's fons difdain, 
And half their captive city fooh regain. 
With fuch pure joy the natives view their lord 
To the warm wilhes of their fouls reftor'd 110 

As feels the tender child whom force had torn 
From his lov'd home, and bruis'd the flower of 
morn, 

When 
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When his fond fearching eye again beholds 
His mother's form, when in her arms (he folds 
The long loft child, who bathes with tears her 
face, ii£ 

And finds his fafety in her dear embrace. — 

Soon as Almagro heard applauding fame 
The triumphs of Peruvia, loud proclaim, 
Unconquer'd Chili's vale he fwift forfakes, 
And his bold courfe to diftant Cuzco takes ; 1 2fc 

Shuns Andes' icy (bower, its chilling fnows, 
The arrowy gale that on its fummit blows ; 
A burning defart undifmay'd he paft, 
And meets the ardours of the fiery blaft. 
Now as along the fultry wafte they move, 125 

The keeneft pang of raging third they prove : 

F 2 No 
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No cooling fruitits grateful juice diftils, % 

Nor flows one balmy drop from cryftal rills $ 

For nature fickens in th' oppreflive beam, 

That (hrinks the vernal bud, and dries the ftream ; 130 

While horror, as his giant ftature grows, 

O'er the drear void his fpreading fhadow throws. 

Almagro's band now pale, and fainting ftray. 
While death oft barr'd the finking warrior's way : 
At length the chief divides his martial force, 1 35 

And bids Alphonfo, by a fep'rate courfe, 
Lead o'er the hideous defart half his train— 
" And fearch, he cried, this drear, uncultur'd 

f* plain: 
94 Perchance fome fruitage withering in the breeze, 
" The pains of leflert'd numbers may appeafe ; 140 

"Or 
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" Or Heav'n in pity, from fome genial fliower, 
11 On the parch'd lip one precious drop may 
«' pour." 

Not far, the troops of young Alphonfo went. 
When fudden, from a rifing hill's afcent, 
They view a valley, fed by fertile fprings, 145 

Which Andes from his lofty fummit flings ; 
Where fummer's flowers their mingled odours 

fhed, 
And wildly bloom, a wafte by beauty fpread — 
To the charm'd warrior's eye, the vernal fcene 
That 'mid the Jiowling defart, fmil'd ferene, 150 

Appear 'd like nature rifing from the breaft 
Of chaos, in her infant graces dreft : 

F3 Whc» 
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When warbling angels hail'd the lovely birth,* 
And ftoop'd from heav'n to blefs the new-born earth. 

And now Alphonfo, and his martial band, 1^55 

On the rich border of the valley ftand ; 
They quaff the limpid ftream with eager hade, 
And the pure juice that fwells the fruitage tafte ; 
Then give to balmy reft the night's ftill hours, 
Fann'd by the fighing gale that fhuts the flowers. 160 
Soon as the purple beam of morning glows, 
Refrefh'd from all their toils, the warriors rofe ; 
And faw the gentle natives of the mead 
Search the clear currents for the golden feed ; 
Which from the mountain's height with headlong 
fweep 165 

The torrents bear, in many a fliining heap — 

Iberia's 
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4 

Iberia's fons beheld with anxious brow 

The tempting lure, then breathe th* unpitying vow 

O'er thofe fair lawns to pour a fanguine flood, 

And dye thofe lucid ftreams with waves of blood. 170 

Thus, while the humming bird in beauty dreft, 

Enchanting offspring of the ardent Weft, 

Attunes his Toothing fong to notes of love, 

Mild as the murmurs of the mourning dove ; 

While his foft plumage glows with brighter hues, 175 

And while with tender bill he fips the dews, 

The favage Condor, on terrific wings, 

From Andes' frozen fteep relentlefs fprings *, 

And quiv'ring in his fangs, his haplefs prey 

Drops his gay plume, and fighs his foul away. 180 
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CANTO THE FIFTH. 
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The ARGUMENT. 

Character of Zamor, a Bard — his paffion for Aciloe, 
daughter of the Cazique who rules the valley — the 
Peruvian tribe prepare to defend themfehes — a bat- 
tle — the Peruvians are vanquijbed^kc&xxts father 
is made a prifoner, and Zamor is fuppofed to have 
fallen in the engagement — Alphonfo becomes enamour- 
ed of Aciloe — offers to marry her; /he rejeds him — 
in revenge he puts her father to the torture— jbe ap- 
pears to confent, in order to fave him — meets Zamor 
in a wood — Las Cafas joins them — leads the two 
lovers to Alphonfo, and obtains their freedom — 
Zamor conducts Aciloe and her father to Chili — a 
refleclion on the influence of Poetry over the human 
mind. 
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T N this fweet fcene, to all the virtues kind, 

Mild Zamor own'd the richeft gifts of mind ; 
For o'/ar his tuneful breaft the heav'nly mufe 
Shed from her facred fpring, infpiring dews. 
She loves to breathe her hallow'd flame, where art 5 
Has never veil'd the foul, or warp'd the heart ; 

Where 



no 
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Where fancy glows with all her native fire, 

And paffion lives on the exulting lyre. 

Nature, in terror rob'd, or beauty dreft, 

Could thrill with dear enchantment Zamor's bread : 10 

He lov'd the languid figh the zephyr pours, 

He lov'd the murm'ring rill that fed the flow'rs ; 

But more the hollow found the wild winds form, 

When black upon the billow hangs the ftprm ; 

The torrent rolling from the mountain fteep, 13 

Its white foam trembling on the darkenVl deep — 

And oft on Andes' height with eager gaze* 

He view'd the finking fun's refle&ed rays, 

Glow like unnumber'd ftars* that feem to reft 

Sublime, upon his ice-encircled bread. 20 

Oft his wild warblings charm'd the feftal hour, 

Rofe, in the vale, and languiuYd in the bower ; 

The 
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The heart's refponfive tones he well could move 
Whofe fong was nature, and whole theme was love. 

Aciloe's beauties his fond eye confeft, 25 

Yet more Aciloe's virtues warm'd his breaft. 
Ah ftay, ye tender hours of young delight, 
Sufpend ye moments your impatient flight ; 
For fure if aught on earth can blifs impart, 
Can ftied the genuine joy that fooths the heart, 30 

Tis felt, when early paffion's pure controul 
Unfolds the firft affe&ions of the foul ; 
Bids her foft fympathies the bofom move, 
And wakes the mild emotions dear to love. 

The gentle tribe Aciloe's fire obey'd 35 

Who ftill in wifdom, and in mercy fway'd. 

From 
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From him the dear illufions long had fled, 

That o'er the morn of life enchantment fhed ; 

Yet virtue's calm reflexions cheer'd his bread, 

And life was joy ferene, and death was reft. 40 

Tho' fweet the early fpring, her bloflbms bright, 

When firft £he fwells the heart with pure delight, 

Yet not unlovely is the fober ray 

That meekly beams o'er autumn's temper 'd day ; * 

Dear are her fading beauties to the foul, 45 

While fcarce perceiv'd the deep'ning fhadows roll,. 

Now the charm'd lovers drefs their future years 
In forms of joy, then weep delicious tears, 
Expreflive on the glowing cheek that hung, 
And fpoke the fine emotions, whence they 
fprung— 50 

Twas 
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Twas truth's warm energy, love's fweet controul, 
Twas all that virtue whifpers to the foul. 
When lo, Iberia's ruthlefs fons advance, 
Roll the (tern eye, and (hake the pointed lance : 
Oh Nature! the defboying band oppofe, 55 

Nature, arreft their courfe — they come thy foes- 
Benignant power, where thou with lib'ral care 
Haft planted joy, they come to plant defpair— 
Peruvia's tribe beheld die hoftile throng 
With defolating fury pour along ; 60 

With horror their enfanguin'd path they trac'd, 
And now to meet the murdVingband they hafte ; 
The hoary chief to the dire conflift leads 
His death devoted train — the battle bleeds. 



Aciloe's 
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Aciloe's fearching eye can now no more 65 

The form of Zamor, or her fire explore ; 
She hears the moan of death in every gale, 
She fees a purple torrent ftain the vale ; 
While deftin'd all the bitternefs to prove 
Of mourning duty, and of bleeding love, 70 

Each name that's deareft wakes her burfting figh, 
Throbs at her foul, and trembles in her eye. 
Now, pierc'd by wounds, and breathlefs from the 

fight, 
Her friend, the valiant Omar, ftruck her fight : 
" Omar ((he cried) you bleed, unhappy youth, 7^ 
" And fure that look unfolds fome fatal truth : 
" Speak, pitying fpeak, my frantic fears forgive, 
" Say, does my father, does my Zamor live?*' 

" All, 
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" All, all is loft, (the dying Omar faid) 
" And endlefs griefs are thine, dear wretched 
" maid ; g o 

" I faw thy aged fire a captive bound, 
" I faw thy Zamor prefs the crimfon ground'' — 
He could no more, he yields his fleeting breath, 
While all in vain (he feeks repofe in death, 
But, oh, how far each other pang above 85 

Throbs the wild agony of hopelefs love ; 
That grief, for which in vain fhall comfort fhed 
Herhealing balm, or time in pity fpread 
The veil, that throws a (hade o'er other care ; 
For here, and here alone, profound defpair 90 

Cafts o'er the fuff'ring foul a lading gloom, 
And flowly leads her vi&im to the tomb. 

Now 
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Now rude tumultuous founds affail her ear, 
, And foon Alphonfo's vi&or train appear; 
Then, as with ling'ringftep he mov'd along, 95 

She fawher father mid* the captive throng ; 
She faw with dire difmay, (he wildly flew, 
Her fnowy arms around his form flie threw : 
" He bleeds ((he cries) I hear his moan of pain, 
" My father will not bear the galling chain ; 100 

" My tender father will his child forfake, 
" His mourning child, but foon her heart will break. 
" Cruel Alphonfo, let nothelplefsage 
" Feel thy hard yoke, and meet thy barb'rous rage ; 
** Or, oh, "if ever mercy mov'd thy foul, 105 

" If everthou haft felt her Weft controul, 
" Grant my fad heart's defire, and let me (hare 
<" The load, that feeble frame but ill can bear." 

While 
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'While die young vi&or, as (he falt'ring fpoke, 
With fix'd attention, and with ardent look, 1 10 

Hung on her tender glance, that love infpires, 
The rage of conqueft yields to milder fires. 
Yet, as he gaz'd enraptur'd on her fond, 
Her virtues awe the heart her beauties warm ; 
And, while impafiion'd tone? his love reveal, 1 15 

He afks with holy rites his vows to feal — 
<* Hop 'ft thou, (he cried, thofe facred ties (hall 

" join 
" This bleeding heart, this trembling hand to 

" thine? 
" To thine, whofe ruthlefs heart has caus'd my 

" pains, 
" Whofe barb'rous hands the blood of Zamor 

49 {tains I 120 

" Canft 
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" Canft thou— the murd'rer of iriy peace, controui 
" The grief that fwells, the pang that rends my 

" foul ? 
" That pang ftiall death, fhall death alone remove, 
" And cure the anguifh of defpairing love." 

In vain th* enamoured youth eflay'd each art 125 
To calm her forrows, and to footh her heart ; 
While, in the range of thought, her tender breaft 
Could find no hope, on which her griefs might reft, 
While her foft foul, which Zamor's image fills, 
Shrinks from the cruel author of its ills. 130 

At length to madnefs ftung by fiVd difdain, 
The vi&or gives to rage the fiery rein ; 
And bids her forrows flow from that fond fource 
Where ftrong affe&ion feels their keeneft force, 

Whofe 
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Whofe breaft, when moft it fuffers, only heeds 135 
The (harper pangs by which another bleeds : 
For now his cruel mandate doom'd her fire 
Stretch'd on the bed of torture, to expire ; 
Bound on the rack, unmov'd the vi£tim lies, 
Stifling in agony weak nature's fighs. 140 

But oh, what form of language can impart 
The frantic grief that wrung Aciloe's heart, 
When to the height of hopelefs forrow wrought, 
The faintiiig fpirit feels a pang of thought, 
Which never painted in the hues of fpeech, 145 

Lives at the foul, and mocks expreflion's reach ! 
At length (he trembling cried, " the conflict's o'er, 
" My heart, my breaking heart can bear no more — 
" Yet fpare his feeble age — my vows receive, 
" And oh, in mercy, bid my father live !" — 150 
^ " Wilt 
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" Wilt thou be mine ?" the enamour'd chief replies, 

M Yes, cruel! fee, he dies, my father dies— 

" Save, fave, my father" — " Dear, angdiic maid, 

u The charm'd Alphonfo cried, be fwift obey'd : 

" Unbind his chains — Ah, calm each anxious 

" pain/ 155 

" Aciloe's voice no more (hall plead in vain ; 
" Plac'd near his child, thy aged fire (hall fhare 
" Our joys ftill cherifli'dby thy ten'der care" — . 
" No more ((he cried) will fate that blifs allow, 
" Before my lips (hall breathe the nuptial vow, 160 
" .Some faithful guide (hall lead his aged feet, 
" To diftant fcenet that yieldafafe retreat ; 
" Where fome foft heart, fome gentle hand, will 

" flied 
" The drops of comfort on his hoary head : — 

«« My 
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" My Zamor, if thy fpirit trembles near, 165 

" Forgive I" — (he ccas'd, and pour'd her hopekfr 
tear. 

Now night defcends, andfteeps each weary breaft. 
Save fad Aciloe's, in the balm of reft. 
Her aged father's beauteous dwelling flood 
Near the cool flielter of a waving wood : Y70 

But now the gales that bend its foliage die* 
Soft on the filver turf its fhadowslie ; 
While, flowly wand Ying o'er the fcerie below, 
The gazing moon look'd pale as filent woe. 
The facred ftiade, amid whofe fragrant bowers 175 
Zatnor oft footh'd with fong the evening hours, 
Pour'd to the lunar orb, his magic lay, 
More mild, more penfive than hermufingray, 

Vol. II. G That 
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That (hade with trembling ftep, the mourner fought, 
And thus {he breath'd her tender, plaintive 

thought. 180 

" Ah where, dear objedl of thefe piercing pains, 
" Where refts thy murder'd form/ thy lov'd remains i 
* On what fad fpot, my Zamor, flow'd the wound 
" That purpled with thy ftreaming blood the ground i 
** "Oh had Aciloe in that hour been nigh, 1 83 

" Had'ft thou but fix'd on me thy doling eye ; 
" Told with faint voice, 'twas death's wOrft pang 

" to part, 
" And drbpp'd thy laft, cold tear upon my heart 1 
" A pang lefe bitter then would wafle this bread, 
" That in the grave alone fliall feek its reft. 190 

" Soon as feme friendly hand, in mercy leads 
" My aged father, fafe to Chili's meads ; 

" Death 
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u Death (hall for ever, feal the nuptial tie, 
" The heart belov'd by thee is fix'd to die." 
Slveceas'd, when dimly thro' a flood of tears t<j£ 

She fees her Zamor's form, his voice flie hears*-— 
" Tishe, (he cried, he moves upon the gale, 
" My Zamor's figh is deep-^-his look is pale — 
11 I faint" — his arms receive her finking frame, 
He calls his love by every tender name, aoa 

He ftays her fleeting fpirit — life anew 
Warms her cold cheek — his tears her cheek be- 
dew— 
"Thy Zamor lives, he cried : as on the ground 
u I fenfelefsjay, fome child of pity bound 
" My bleeding wounds, and bore me from the 
" plain— 205 

u But thou art loft, and I haVe liv'd in vain." . 

G * u Forgive, 
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" Forgive, flie cried, in accents of defpair, 

" Zamor forgive thy wrongs, and oh forbear 

u The mild reproach that fills thy mournful eye, 

u The tear that wets thy cheek— I mean to die ! 2 10 

" Could 1. behold my aged fire endure 

€t The pains his wretched child had power to cure ?. 

" Still, ftill my father, ftretch'd in death, I fee> . 

" His grey locks trembling, as he gaz'd on me : 

" My Zamor, foft — breathe not fo loud a figh — 215 

u Some lift'ning fee may pitylefs deny 

" This parting hour — hark, fure fome ftep I hear, 

" Zamor again is loft — for now 'tis near" — > 

She paus'd, when fudden from the fiielt'ring wood 

A venerable form before them flood : 220 

•J Fear not, foft maid, he cry'd, nor think I come 

" To feal with deeper miferies thy doom ; 

" To 
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" To bruife the breaking heart that forrow rends, 

" Ah not for this Las Cafas hither bends — 

4( He comes to bid thofe riling forrows ceafe, 225 

" To pour upon thy wounds the balm of peace. 

u I rov'd with dire Almagro's ruthlefs train 

" Thro' fcenes of death, to Chili's verdant plain ; 

" Their wifh, to bathe that verdant plain in gore, 

" Then from its bofom drag the golden ore ; 2 30 

" But mine, to check the ftream of human blood, 

M Or mingle drops of anguifti with the flood. 

" When from thofe fair unconquer'd vales they fled, 

" This frame was ftretch'd upon the languid bed 

11 Of pale difeafe: when helplefs, and alone, 235 

" The Chilefe fpy'd their friend, the murd'rers gone, 

u With eager fondnefs round my couch they drew, 

" And my cold hand with gufhing tears bedew 5 

G j "By 
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" By day, they footh my pains with fweet delight, 

" And give to watchings the chill hours of night ; 240 

" For me their tender fpirits joy to prove 

" The cares of pity, and thevtoils of love. 

" Soon as I heard, that o'er this gentle fcene, 

" Where peace and virtue mingled fmileferene, 

11 The foe, like clouds that fold the tempeft, hung, 243 

11 I hither flew, my breaft witb anguifh wrung. 

" A Chilefe band the pathlefs defert trac'd, 

H And foftly bore me o'er its dreary wafte.; 

11 Then parting, at my feet they bend, and clafp 

4i Thefe aged knees — my foul yet feels their 

" JJow o'er the vale with painful ftep I ftray'd, 
" And reached the (helt'ring . grove : there, haplcfs 
" maid» 

" My 
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" My lift'ning ear has caught thy # piercing wail, 

." My heart has trembled to thy moving tale."— 

4€ And art thou he ! the mournful pair exclaim, 255 

•• How dear to mis'ry's foul, Las Cafas* name ! 

** Spirit benign, who every grief can (hare, 

" Whofe pity ftoops to make the wretch its care ; 

" Weep not for us — in vain thy tear (hall flow 

** For hopelefs anguifh, and~diftra£ting woe"— 260 
They ceas'd ; in accents mild, the faint returns, 

# * Yet let me footh the pains my bofom mourns : 

«' Come, gentle fufFrers, follow to yon fane, 

" Where refts Alphonfo, with his viftor train ; 

u My voice (hall urge-his foul to genVous deeds, 265 
• ** And bid him hear, when truth, and nature pleads." 

While in (oft tones, Las Cafas thus expreft 

His pious purpofe, p'er^Aciloe's bread 

G 4 Adawiw 
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A dawning ray of cheering comfort dreams, 

But faint the hope that on her fpirit beams ; 270 

Faint, as when ebbing life muft foon depart, 

The pulfe that trembles, while it warms the heart. 



Before Alphorifo now the lovers ftand ; 
The aged fufPrer join'd the mournful band ; 
While with the look that guardian feraphs wear, 2 75 
When fent to calm the throbs of mortal care, 
The ftory of .their woes Las Cafas told, 
Then cry'd, M the wretched Zamor here behold—* 
" Hop'ft thou, fond man, a paffion to ctontroul 
" FixM in the bread, and woven in the foul ? 289 
" But know, midaken youth, thy power in vain 
•' Would bid thy vi&im in the nuptial chain : 

" That 
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«* That faithful heart will rend the galling tie, 

€f That heart will break, that tender form will die— 

" Then by each facred name to nature dear ; 28$ 

" By her ftrongfliriek, her agonizing tear ; 

•* By every horror bleeding paffion knows, 

" By the wild glance that fpeaks her frantic woes ; 

'• By all the wafting pangs that rend her breaft, 

" By the deep groan that gives her fpirit reft ! 290 

" Let mercy's pleading voice thy bofom move, * 

" And fear to burft the bonds of plighted lovt"— •• 

He paus'd — now Zamor's moan Alphonfo hears, 

Now fees the cheek of age bedew'd with tears : 

Palid, and motionlefs, Aciloe (lands, &g$ 

Fix'd was her mournful eye, and clafp'd her hands ; 

Her heart was chill'd — her trembling heart; for there 

Hepe flowly finks in cold, and dark defpair* 

G 5 Alphonfo 
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Alphonfo's foul was mov'd — " No more, he cried, 
" My haplefs flame fhall hearts like yours divide. 30^ 
" Live, tender fpirit, foft Aciioe, live, 
u And all the wrongs of mad'ning rage forgive. 
•' Go from this defolated region far, 
' " Th^fe plains, where a^rice fpreads the wafte of war ; 
" Go, where pure pleafures gild the peaceful fcene, 303 
u Go Where mild virtue iheds her ray ferene." 

In vain th* enraptur'd maid would now impart, 
The rifmg joy that fwells, that pains her heart ; 
Las Cafas' feet in floods of tears (he fteeps, 
Looks on her Are and fmiles, then turns, and 
weeps ; 310 

Then fmiles again, while her flufh'd cheek reveals 
The mingled tumult of delight (he feels. 

'- So " 
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v 



So fall the cryftal fhowers of fragrant fpring, 
And o'er the pure, clear iky, foft (hadows fling ; 
Then paint die drooping clouds from which they 

flow. ' 515 

With the warm colours of the lucid bow. 
Now, o^r the barren defert, Zamor leads 
% AcUoe, 'and her fire, to Chili's meads ; 
There, many, a wand'ring wretch, condemned to 

roam 
By hardoppeffion, found a (helt'ring home ; 320 

Zamor to pity, tun'd the vocal fliell, 
Bright'ning the tear of anguifh, asitfdl. 
Did e'er the human bofom throb with pain 
The heavenly mufe has fought to footh in vain 1 
She, who can ftill with harmony its fighs, 325 

And wake the found, at which affliction dies ; 

G 6 r Can 
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Can bid the ftormy paffionsbackward roll, 

And o'er their low-hung tempefts lift the foul ; 

With magic touch paint nature's various fcene 

Wild on the mountain, in the vale ferene : 33© 

Can tinge the breathing rofe with brighter bloom, 

Or hang the fombrous rock in deeper gloom ; 

Explore the gem, whofe pure, refle&ed ray 

Throws o'er the central cave a paler day ; 

Or foaring view the comet's fieiy frame 335 

Rulh o'er die iky, and fold the fphere in flame ; 

While the charm'd fpirit, as her accents move, 

Is wrapt In? wonder, ordiffolv'dinlove. 338 
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CANTO THE SIXTH. 



, The ARGUMENT. 

The troops of Almagro and Alphonfo meet on the plains 
ofCuzco — Manco-Capac attacks them by night — his 
army is defeated, and he is forced to fly with its feat" 
tered remains — Cora goes in fearch of him— her in- 
fant in her arms — overcome with fatigue, Jbe rejts at 
the foot of a mountain — an earthquake — a band of 
Indians fly to the mountains for /belter — Cora dif 
covers her hujband — their interview — her death — he 
efcapes with his infant — Almagro claims a Jhare of 
thefpoils of Cuzco — his contention with Pizarro-— the 
Spaniards defray each other — Almagro is tuikenpri- 
foner, and put to death — his foldiers, in revenge, 
affafftnate Pizarro in his palace — Las Cafas /6Vx— 
Gafca, a Spanijh eccleftajlic, atrvoes in Peru — in* 
vefted with great power — his virtuous conducl — the 
annual feflival of the Peruvians — their late victories 
over the Spaniards in Chili — awifbfor the rejloration 
of their liberty — the Poem concludes. 
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A T length Almagro, and Alphonfo's train, 
Each peril paft, unite on Cuzco's plain : 
Capac, who now beheld with anxious woe, 
~Th' increafing numbers of the powerful foe, 
Refolves to pierce beneath the fhroud of night 
The hoftile camp, and brave the vent'rous fight ; 



TW 
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Tho' weak the wrong'd Peruvians arrowy, (howers* 
Tp the dire weapons ftern Iberia pours. 
Fierce was th' unequal conteft, fcr the foul 
When rais'd by fome high paflion's ftrong con* 
troul, 10 

New firings the nerves, and o'er the glowing frame 
Breathes the warm fpirit of heroic flame. 

But from the fcene where raging {laughter burns, 
The timid mufe with pallid horror t'jrns* 
The founds of frantic woe (he panting hears, 1$ 

Where anguifh dims a mother's eye with tears ; 
Or where the maid, who gave to love's (oft power 
Her faithful fpirit, weeps the parting hour : 
And ah, till death (hall eafe the tender woe, 
That foul muft languifh, and thofe tears muft flow ; 20 

For 
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For never with the thrill that rapture proves 

Shall blefs'd affe&ion hail the form flie loves ; 

Her eager glance no more that form (hall view f 

Her quiv'ring lip has breath'd the !a{l adieu i 

Now night, -that pour'd upon her hollow gale 25 

Tfe moan of death, withdrew her mournful veil ; 

Thefunrofe lovely from the fleeping flood, 

And morning glltter'd o'er the field of blood ; 

Where bath'd in gore, Peruvia's vanquifli'd train. 

Lay cold and fenfelefs on the fanguine plain. g<i 

Capac, thehgen'rous chief, whofe ardent foul 

Had fought the rage of battle to controul, 

Beheld with keen defpair his warriors yield, 

And fled indignant from the conquer'd field. 

From Cuzco now a wretched throng repair, 35 

Who tread mid' flaughter'd heaps in mute defpair, 

O'er 



140 
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O'er.fome lov'd corfe the fhroud of earth to fpread, 

And drop thefacred tear that fooths the dead : 

No fhriek was heard, for agony fuppreft 

The fond complaints which eafe the fwelling breaft : 40 

Each hopefor ever loft, they only crave 

The deep repofe which wraps the flieltVing grave. 

So the meek Lama, Wd by fome decoy 

Of man, from all his unembitter'd joy ; 

Ere while, as free as roves the wand'ring breeze, 45 

Meets the. hard burden on his bending knees * ; 

• The Lama's bend their knees and ftoop their body in fuch a 
manner as not to difcompofe their burden. They jnovewitha flow 
but firm pace, in countries that are impra&icable to other animals. 
They are neither difpirited by fading nor drudgery, while they have 
«ny ftrcngth remainiug j but, when they are totally exhaufted, or 
fail under their burden, it is to no purpofe to harrafs and beat them : 
they will continue ftriking their heads on the ground, firft on one 
fide, then on the other, till they kill themfelves.— AiU RaynalV 
ffljioiy oftbe European Settlements, 

O'er 
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O'er rocks, and mountains, dark, and wafte he goes, 
Nor (buns the path where no foft herbage grows ; 
Till worn with toil, on earth he proftrate lies, 
Heeds not the barb'rous lafti, but patient dies. 50 
Swift o'er the field of death fad Cora flew, 
Ifler infant to his mother's bofom grew ; 
She feeks her wretched lord, who fled the plain 
With thelaft remnant of his vanquifh'd train : 
Thro' the lone vale, or foreft's fombrous {hade 55 
A dreary folitude, the mourner ftray'd ; 
Her timid heart can now each danger dare, 
Her drooping foal is arm'd by deep defpair — 
Long, long (he wander'd, till opprefs'd with toil, 
Her trembling footfteps track with blood the foil ; 60 
In vain with moans her diftant lord (he calls. 
In vain the bitter tear of anguifh falls ; 

Her 
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Her moan expires along the defert wood. 
Her tear is mingled with the crimfon flood. 

Where o'er an ample vale a mountain role, 65 

Low at its bafe her fainting form fhe throws ; 
u And here, my child, (ftie cried, with panting 

breath) 
" Here let us wait the hour of ling'ring death : 
".This familh'd bofomcan no more fupply 
JC The ftreams that nourifh life, my babe muft 

"die! 
" In vain I ftrive to cherifli for thy fake 
" My failing ftrength; but when my heaft-ftrings 

u break, 
«' When my chili!d bofom can no longer warm, 
" My ftifFningarms no more enfold thy form, 

.« Soft 



CANTO VI, *j} 

rt Soft on this bed of leaves my child (hall fleep, 75 
u Qofe to his mother's corfe lie will not weep : 
" Oh weep not then, my tender babe, tho* near, 
" I fhalli^ot hear thy moan, nor fee thy tear ; 
u Hope not to move me by thy piercing cry, 
ff Nor feek with fearching look my anfwering 
"eye." ' 80 

As thus the dying Cora's plaints arofe, 
O'er the fair valley fudden darknefs throws 
A hideous horror ; thro' thcwounded air 
Howl'd the fhrill voice of nature indefpalr } 
The birds dart fcreaming thro' the fluid Iky, 85 

And, dafli'd upon the cliff's hard furface die ; 
High o'er their rdcky bounds the billows fwell, 
Then to their deep abyfe affrighted fell ; 

Earth 
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Earth groaning heaves with dire convuifive throws, 

While yawning gulphs her central caves difclofe : g& 

Now rufli'd a frighted throng with trembling pace 

Along the vale, and fought the mountain's bafe ; . 

Purpos'd its perilous afcent to gain, 

And ftiun the ruin low>ing o'er the plain. 

They reach'd the fpot where Cora clafp'd her 

child, 
And gaz'd on prefent death with afpe& mild ; 
They pitying paus'd — fhe lifts her mournful eye, 
And views her lord ! — he hears his Cora's figh — 
He meets her look — their melting fouls unite, 
O'erwhelm'd, and agoniz'd with wild delight — too 
At length fhe faintly cried, " we yet muft part I 
u Short are thefe rifing joys — I feel my heart * 

" My 
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<c My fufFripg heart is cold, and mitts arife 

" That ihroud thy image from my clofing eyes : 

" Oh fave my child] — our tender infant fave, 105 

" And fhed a tear upon thy Cora's grave" — 

The flutt'ring pulfe of life now ceas'd to play, 

And in his arms a pallid corfe fhe lay : 

O'er her dear form he hung in fpeechlefs pain, 

And ftill on Cora call'd, but call'd in vain ; 1 ip 

Scarce £ould his foul in one fhort moment bear 

The wild extreme of tranfport, and defpair. 



Now o'er the weft in melting foftnefs ftreams 
A luftre, milder than the morning beams ; 
A purer dawn difpell'd the fearful night, 1 15 

And nature glow'd in all the blooms of light ; 

Vol. II. H Th * 
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The birds awake die note that hails the day, * 

And fpread their pinions in the purple ray ; 

A zone of gold the wave's ftiH bofom bound, 

And beauty vihed a placid fmife around. 1 20 

Then, firft awaking from his mournful trance, 

The wretched Capac caft an eager ghmce 

On his lov'd babe ; th' unconfcious infant fmil'd, 

And fliowersof fofterforrow bath'd his child. 

The hollow voice now founds in fancy's ear, 125 

She fees the dying look, the parting tear, 

That fought with anxious tendernefs to fave 

That dear memorial from the cloiing grave : 

He clafps the objefi of his love's laft care, 

And vows for him the load of, life to bear ; 130 

To rear the bloffom of a faded flower, 

And bid remembrance footh each ling 'ring hour. 

He 
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He journey 'd o'er a dreary lenjjth of way, 

To plains where freedom fhed her hallow'd ray ; 

O'er many a pathlefs wood, and mountain hoax*, 13$ 

To that fair clime her iifelefs form he bore. 

Ye who ne'er fufer'd paffions hopelefs pain, 

Deem not the toil that fooths its anguifli vain ; 

Its fondnefs to the mould'ring corfe extends, 

Its faithful war with the cold a(hes blends, 140 

Perchance, the confcious fpirit of the dead 

Numbers the drops affe&ion loves to fhed > 

Perchance a figh of holy pity gives 

To the fad bofom, where its image lives. 

Oh nature ! fure thy tympathetic ties *„ 

Shall o'er the ruins of the grave arifc ; 

Undying fpring from the relentlefs tomb, 

And fhed, in fcenes of love, a lafting bloom. 

H fi Not 
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. Not long Iberia's fullied trophies wave, 
Her guilty warriors prefe th' untimely grave ; 150 

For av'rice, riling from the caves of earth, 
Wakes all her favage fpirit into birth ; 
Bids proud Almagro feel her baleful flame, 
And Cuzco's treafures fromPizarro claim : 
Pizarro holds the rich alluring prize, 1 55 

With firmer grafp, the fires of difcord rife. 
Now fierce in hoftile rage, each warlike train 
Purple with iffuing gore Peruvia's plain ; 
There, breathing hate, and vengeful death they flood, 
And bath'd their impious hands in kindred blood ; 160 
While penfive on each hill, whofe lofty brow 
O'efhiingwith fable woods the vale below ; 
Peruvia's haplefs tribes in fcatter'd throngs, 
Beheld the fiends of flrife avenge their wrongs. 

Now 
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Nowconqueft, bending on her crlmfon wings, 165 
Her fanguine laurel to Pizarro brings ; 
While bound, and trembling In her iron chain* 
Almagro fvvells the vicSor's captive train. 
In vain his pleading voice, his fuppliant eye, 
Conjure his conqu'ror, by the holy tie 170 

That feal'd their mutual league with facred force, 
When firft to climes unknown they bent their courfe ; 
When danger's rifing horrors lowrHl afar, 
The florms of ocean, and the toils of war, 
The fad remains of wafted life to fpare, 175 

The (hriveird bofom, and the filver'd hair : — 
But vainly from his lips thefe accents part, 
Nor move Pizarro's cold, relentlefs heart, 
That never trembled to "the furPrer's figh, 
Or view'd the fuff'rer's tear with melting eye. 180 
H 3 Almagro 
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Almagro dies — the viftor's favage pride 

To his pale corfe funereal rites denied. 

ChilFd by the heavy dews of night it lay, 

And withered in the fultry beam of day, 

Till Indian bofonas, touch'd with gen'reus woe, 185 

In the pale form forgot the tyrant foe ; 

The laft fad duties to his afhes paid, 

And footh'd with pity's tear the hov'ring (hade. 

With unrelenting hate the conqu'ror views 

Almagro's band, and vengeance ftill purfues ; 190 

Condemns the vi&ims of his power to flray 

In drooping poverty's chill, thorny way ; 

To pine with famine's agony fevere, 

And all the ling ring forms of death to fear ; 

Till by defpair impend, the rival train iqc 

Rufh to the haughty victor's gHttVing fane ; 

Swift 
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Swift on their foe with rage impetuous dart, 

And plunge their daggers in his guilty heart. 

How unavailing now the treafurd ore 

That made Peruvia's rifled bofom poor ? $00 

»He falls — no mourner near to breathe a figh, 

Catch the laft breath, and clofe the languid eye ; 

Deferted, and refused the holy tear 

That warm affe&ion fheds o'er virtue's bier ; 

Denied thofe drops that flay the parting breath, 205 

That footh the fpirit on the verge of death ; 

Tho' now the pale expiring form would buy 

With Andes* glitt'ring mines, one faithful figh !- 



Now' faint with virtue's toil, Las Cafas' foul 
Sought with exulting hope, her heav'nly goal : fi 10 
H 4 , Abend- 
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A bending angel confecrates his tears, 
And leads his kindred mind to purer fpheres. 
But, ah ! whence pours that ftream of lambent light, 
t.ThatToft-defcending on the raptur'd fight, 
Gilds the dark horrors of the raging ftorm— • fi 15 

it lights on earth — mild vifion ! gentle form— 
'Tis Senfibility ! fhe ftands confeft, 
With trembling ftep (he moves, and panting bread ; 
Wav'd by the gentle breath of paffing fighs 
Loofe in the air her robe expanded flies ; 220 

Wet with the dew of tears her foft veil flreams, 
And ifi her eye the ray of pity beams ; 
No vivid rofes her mild cheek illume, 
Sorrow's wan touch has chas'd the purple bloom : 
Yet ling'ring there in tender, penfive grace, $2$ 

JThe fofter lily fills the vacant place ; 

And 
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And ever as her precious tears bedew 

Its modeft flowers, they died a paler hud. 

To yon deferted grave, lo fwift (he flies 

Where her lov'd vi&im, mild Las Cafas lies : 230 

Light on the hallow'd turf I fee her (land, 

And flowly wave in air her fnowy wand ; 

I fee her deck the folitary haunt, 

With chaplets twin'd from every weeping plant. 

Its odours mild the fimple vi'let fhed, 23,5 

Thfrfhrinking lily hung its drooping head ; 

A moaning zephyr figh'd within the bower, 

And bent the yielding ftem of every flower : 

" Hither ((he cried, her melting, tone I hear 

" It vibrates full on fancy's raptur'd ear) 240 

" Ye gentle fpirits whom my foul refines, 

" Where all its animating luftre fliines j 

H 5 « Ye 
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" Ye who can exquifitely feel the glow 

*• Whofe foft fuffufion gilds the cloud of woe ; 

" Warm as the colours varying Iris pours 245 

" That tinge t with ftreaming rays the chilling 

" fliowers; 
" Ye to whofe yielding hearts my power endears 
" The tranfport blended with delicious tears, 
" The blifs that fwells to agony the breaft, 
•• The fympathy that robs the foul of reft ; 150 

** Hither with fond devotion penfive come, 
" Kifs the pale fhrine, and mumur o'er the tomb ; 
*,' Bend on the hallow'd turf the tear-full eye 
" And breathe the precious incenfe of a figh. 
" Las Cafes' tear has moiften'd mis'ry's grave, ^55 
" Hi$ figh has moan'd the wretch it fail'd to 

" ftve! 

♦« He, 
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" He, while confli&bg pangs his bofom tear 

" Has fought the lonely cavern of defpair ; 

" Where defolate {he fled, and pour'd her thought, 

" To the dread verge of wild diftra&ion wrought. 260 

" While drops of mercy bath'd his hoary cheek, 

M He potir'd by heav'n infpir'd its accents meek ; 

" In truth's clear mirror bade the mourner's view 

" Pierce thedeep veil which darkling error drew ; 

M And vanquiih'd empire with a fmile refign, fi6$ 

*' While brighter worlds in fair perfpeftive flune."— 

She paus'd— yetftill the fweet enthufiaft bends 

O'er the cold turf, and ftill her tear defcends ; 

The ever-falling tears her beauties fliroud, 

Till flow (he vanifh'd in a fleecy cloud. 270 



H 6 Mild 
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Mild Gafca now, the meflenger of peace, 
Sufpends the dorm, and bids the tumult ceafe. 
Pure fpirit ! in Religion's garb he came, 
And all his bofom felt her holy flame ; 
J Twas then her vot'ries £lory, and their care 275 

To bid oppreftion's harpy talons fpare ;" 
To bend the crimfon banner he unfurl'd, 
And fhelter from.his grafp a furFring world : 
Gafca, th^ guardian minifter of woe, 
Bids o'er her wounds the balms of comfort flow. 280 
WhUe rich Potofi * rolls the copious tide 
Of wealth, unbounded as the wifh of pride * 
His pure, unfnllied foul with highdifdain 
For virtue fpurns the fafcinating bane ; 

* Sec a delightful representation of the incorruptible integrity of 
ikis Spaniard in Robertfon's Htftory of America. 

Her 
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Her feraph form can ftill his.breaft allure 285 

The? dreft in weeds, fhe triuraph'd to be poor— 
Hopelefs ambition's murders toreftrain, 
And virtue's wrong£, he fought Iberia's plain, 
Without one mean referve he nobly brings 
A maflive treafure, yet unknown to kings : 290 

No purple pomp around his dome was fpread 
No gilded roofs hung glitt'ring o'er his head ; 
Yet peace with milder radiance deck'd his bower, 
And crown 'd with dearer joy life's evening hour ; 
While virtue wtiifper'd to his confeious heart 295 

The fweet reflexion of its h igh defert, . 



Ah, meek Peruvia, ftill thy murmur 'd fighs 
Thy (lifted groans in fancy's ear arife \ 

Sadd'ning 
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* 

Sadd'ning (he views thy defolated foul; 
As flow the circling years of bondage roll, 309 

Redeem from tyranny's oppreffive power 
With fond affe&ion's force, one facred h6ur, 
And confecrate its fleeting, precious fpace, 
The dear remembrance of the paft to trace. 
Call from her bed of duft joy's buried fhade ; 305 
She fmiles in memory's lucid rfcbes arrays, 
- O'er thy creative fcene * majeftic moves, 
And wakes each mild delight thy fancy loves* 
But foon the image of thy wrongs in clouds 
'The fair and tranfient ray of pleafure (hrouds ; 310 

# M O'er thy creative fcene." The Peruvians have folemn days 
on which they affumc their ancient drefs. Some among them repre- 
fent a tragedy, the fubjedl of which is the death of Atabalipa. The 
audience, who begin with Iheddtng tears, are afterwards tranfported 
into a kind of madnefs. It feldom, happens in thefe feftivals, but 
that fame Spaniard is (lain.— Abbt Raynal'j Hiftvry. 

Far 
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Far other vifions melt thy mournful eye, 

And wake the gufhiflg tear, th' indignant figh ; 

There Ataliba's facred, murder 'd form, 

Sinks in the billow of oppreflion's ftorm ; 

Wild o'er the fcene of death thy glances roll, ' 315 

And pangs tumultuous fwell thy troubled foul ; 

Thy bofom burns, diftra&ion fpreads her flames, 

And from the tyrant foe her vi&im claims. 



But, lo ! where burfting defolation's night, 
A fuddeft ray of glory cheers my fight ; 320 

From my fond eye the tear of rapture flows, 
My heart with pure delight exulting glows : 
A blooming chief of India's royal race, 
Whofe foaririg foul, its high defcent can trace, 

The 
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The flag of freedom rears on Chili's * plain, . 325 

And leads to glorious ftrife his gen'rous train : 

And fee Iberia bleeds ! while vi&'ry twines 

Her faireft bloflbms round Peruvia's fhrines ; 

The gaping wounds of earth difclofe no more 

The lucid filver, and the glowing ore-; 330 

A brighter glory gilds the pafling hour, 

While freedom breaks the rod of Iawlefs power r 

Lo on the Andes' icy fteep fhe glows, 

And prints with rapid ftep th* eternal fnows ; 

Or moves majeftic o'er the defart plain, 335 

And eloquently pours her potent ftrain, 

# u On -Chili's plain. "—An Indian defcended from the Inca's, has 
lately obtained feveral victories over the Spaniards, the gold mines 
have been fur fome time (hut up ; and there is* much reafon to hope, 
that thefe injured nations may recover the liberty of which they have 
been fo cruelly deprived. 

Still 
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Still may that drain the patriot's foul infpire, 

And (till this injur'd race her fpirit fire. 

O-Freedom, may thy genius dill afcend, 

Beneath thy creft may proud Iberia bend ; 340 

While roll'd in dud thy graceful feet beneath, 

Fades the dark laurel of her fanguine wreath ; 

Bend her red trophies, tear her viftor plume, 

And clofe infatiate (laughter's yawning tomb. 

Again on foft Peruvia's fragrant bread 345 

May beauty bloflbm, and may pleafure reft. 

Peru, the mufe that vainly mourn'd thy woes, 

Whom pity robb'd fo long of daar repofe ; 

The mufc, whofe penfive foul with anguifh wrung 

Her early lyre for tlue has trembling fining ; 33© 

Shed the weak tear, and breath'd the powerlefs figh, 

Which foon in cojd oblivion's (hade mud die ; 

Pants 
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Pants with the wifti thy deeds may rife to fame* 
Bright on fome living harp's immortal frame ! 
While on the firing of extafy, it pours 355 

Thy future triumphs o'er unnumber'd (bores. 
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A B ASH T) the rebel fquadrons yield — 
Macbeth, the vi&or of the field, 

Exulting, paft the blafted wild ; 
And where his dark o'erhanging towers 
Frown on the heath, with pleafures mild 
Now Duncan haftes to wing the hours — 
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Sweet are the rpfy beams that chafe 
The angry tempeft from the fky ; 

When winds have fliook the mountain's bafe, 
Sweet is the Zephyr's balmy figh $ 
But fweeter to the breaft the focial charms 
Whofe grateful rapture fooths the toil of arms. 

II. 

*Twas not the feafon when the ftorm, 

Of winter wears its favage form ; 
Black'ning all the frozen north 

Wildly fpreads its awful wings, 
From yon bare fummit rufhes forth 

And on that barren defart, flings 

• AH 
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All the rapid torrents might, 
When with turbulence they fweep, 

Mingling, with the winds of night, 
Sounds majeftically deep — 
When nature form'd the hideous wafte, flie frown'd , 
And gave to horror its deferted bound. 

in. 

Twas not the hour when magic fpells 
Rock the heath 's untrodden cells \ 
When flow the withered form's arife 
From caves, which night with lading fway, 
Ever fhrouds from mortal eyes, 
Nor divides one hour with day- 
Sound! 
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Sounds unmeet for mortal ear 
Chill with dread the human frame ; • 
Then unreal fliapes appear 
By the blue unhallow'd flam^— 
Difcordance ftr^nge, difturbs the gentle air, 
And pois'rious taints the thick'ning breezes bear. 

IV.- 

The weftern fun's departing ray 

Bright on the lofty turrents lay, 
That threw the fhadow's length'ning line 

At fplemn diftance far below ; 
And where the gather'd clouds, recline 

On yon dark cliff's tarrific brow ; 
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There flood a venerable feer, 

Whofe prophetic foul could trace 
Diftant ages haft'ning near, " ; 

And all that fill'd the unborn fpace — 
The prophet gaz'd, with fudden frenzy^ir'd, 
Saw deeds undone, and fpoke with lips infpir'd. 



V. 



" Hail Scotia's monarch ! greatly brave, 
" Skill'd to conquer, charm'd to fave ! 

" Whofe pitying hand inverts the lance* 
" And meekly drops the flacken'd bow ; 

f# Whofe gracious eye with mercy's glance 
" Has ever gaz'd on human woe ! — 

Vol. II. I Macbeth, 
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" Macbeth, the caftle gate unbar* 
" Macbeth, prepare the fecial board— 

" Hafte, from rugged toils of war, 
" Hafle, and hail thy fov'reign lord!—* 
" With mufic be die genial banquet crown d, 
" And bid thy faulted roofs with joy rebound. 

VI. 

Ha ! — dread vifions hang in air !-* 

I fee a bloody dagger glare — 
Deeds that alk the gloom of night 

Are imag'd in yon troubled iky— - 
Now a gleam of fatal light 

Flafhes on my aching eye I 
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Duncan, fliun that confcious tower — 

Fiends thq focial banquet pile ! — 
Murder waits the midnight hour, 

Murder lurks in beauty's fmilc ! 
Vain my prophetic voice ! — he hies away 
Where, fcowling o'er the couch, death calls his 
prey.— 

vn. 

• " Sacred victim 1 bath'd in gore, 
" Haunt the hideous fccne no more— 

" Reft, unquiet lpirit, itft! N 
99 Great revenge the -bearens prepare j 

" View thy mund-rer's tortur'd bread, 
" And pity all that labours there ! 

la " See 
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" See the look, and hear the groan; 
" Mark a bleeding foul in pain ! 

" Reafon trembles on her throne, 
" Furies feize the burning brain — ■ 

k 

" Uppitied, and accurft {hall be his doom, 
" While rifing honors flourifli round thy tomb. 

VIII. 

" Thy mem'ry fliall forever laft, 
" And fame untir'd, repeat the pad— 

" Deep in the myftic clouds of time 
* I fee a poet call'd to birth— 

" I hear a lyre, whofe force fublime 
" With wonder thrills the liftning earth I 
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" The mighty bard, with ** potent art" 
' • Shall nature's perfect femblance give, 

*' Unlock the fprings that move the heart, 
" And bid the human paffions live — 
Still in his heav'n taught page (hall Duncan bleed, 
And future ages tremble as they read ! 



THE END. 
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